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because it illustrated the sudden flowering of the extraordinary
change that had come over her.

Very early my mind began to play round the idea of marriage.
The thought had obsessed me ever since the days when I was quite a
boy, and it still did so at that time of my life when I was better
placed than thousands of young men to try my hand at winning
happiness. It was due to my fear of losing my way in the chaotic
wilderness of my sensibilities. I might well have applied to myself
the wise words of Nietzsche which he wrote about the French
seventeenth century: "It contained much of wildness, much too of
that will to asceticism which was so necessary if it was to remain
master in its own house. . . ." One day a friend spoke to me of his
cousin, a young woman of wealth, who had spent all her childhood
in a world inhabited by writers and painters. He extolled her
charms, and I snapped at the hook almost as soon as it was dangled
before me. Living, as I did, in such close communion with God,
believing, as I did, that nothing ever happened to me which did not
spring from the direct purpose of the Uncreated Being, and that no
one could cross my path without being, in some sense, a delegate of
the Infinite, I was prepared to find in this young woman an angel
of liberation. Their eyes all full of light, they walk before me. ...

As it turned out, this girl, whom I saw as a sort of combination of
Madonna and Muse, hesitated a great deal longer, and was far less
easy to capture, than I had either expected or wished. She was
anxious not to make up her mind until she had travelled extensively
in Europe. My love was, on the whole, flattered by the thought of
our coming separation, and by my knowledge of her perplexities,
which I regarded as a merit in one who lived ever in the regions of
the sublime.

So taken up was I by this idea of sublimity that I quite failed to
see her as she was, a rich, middle-class young woman who wa$ in
no hurry to bind herself by a definite engagement, who carefully
weighed the pros and cons of the situation, with a wary eye on me.
it was known that I had money, but my family came from the
provinces and was no more than decendy respectable. Was I a good
"buy"? Her parents belonged to a world of sophisticated Parisians